The Throne of Solomon
crossed the Daylam border on our way down from Barir
along the Sardab Rud.
I spent a happy night in Rudbarek in an upper room with
three windows, in -which a cooking-pot full of hot water and
the unusual luxury of privacy to wash in made me feel at
peace with the world. The morning looked out on gentle
slopes of stubble. Humped oxen were ploughing against a
wooded background and a brook beyond the fenced kitchen
garden ran with murmurs in the early sun. After the mountain
solitude here was a sense of relaxation and ease. How delight-
ful these villages would be, if only they did not so constantly
entertain one! To eat, rest, write, read or meditate with fifty
or even a hundred people watching, though it became almost
habitual by the end of my journey, never ceased to be a strain.
The Khwajavends had all the free and gay conviviality of the
Luristan tribesmen to whom they belong, and came after break-
fast in a body to lead me across the Sardab Rud, which runs
through the village under high walnut trees, to a handsome
two-storied house with overhanging eaves and wooden
balconies, approached through a courtyard from the back.
This was the brother's house, and had sheltered Captain
Fortescue on both his visits, and I was brought here to see the
loot of an ancient grave laid bare by floods ten years before.
The brother was a charming host, with manners something
between those of a cavalier and a highwayman: he was a
bachelor, and ready at a moment's notice to offer his hand and
heart—temporarily I rather suspect and, like an Elizabethan
hero, without attaching too great importance to the proceed-
ing. He showed me all his treasures, including five champagne
glasses and a gilt fruit dish, with an air of:
" if these delights your heart may move,"
and sat contemplating me in a meditative manner through his
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